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point, the celebrated Harry Preston of this celebrated hotel
would not let me go. He agreed to my terms.
Our first stroll along the front impressed me very favourably,
yesterday afternoon. But I am obsessed by the thought that
all this comfort, luxury, ostentation, snobbishness and correct-
ness, is founded on a vast injustice to the artisan-class. I can
never get away from this. The furs, autos, fine food, attendance,
and diamond rings of this hotel only impress it on me more.
This morning I worked genuinely for an hour on the construc-
tion of the first part of my novel.
Tuesday, January $rd.
I have read about a third of Edith Wharton's " The House of
Mirth". Not fine, but capable. No connection with liter-
ature; a certain fairly agreeable bitterness of satire now and
then. It can just be read. Probably a somewhat superior
Mrs. Humphry Ward. I stopped reading it in favour of Marcos
Clarke's " For the Term of His Natural Life ", which I picked up
here at Brighton in a sixpenny edition. I am enjoying this, though
in form and plot it is very naif. I could drop it without tears.
To-day I wrote a New Age article, arranged the outline of an
article for the Nation, and schemed out the first nine chapters
of " Clayhanger " which I hope to begin to write on Wednesday.
This afternoon we moved into our new room on the fourth floor,
and I arranged everything for my work. We walked on the
pier, and I saw subjects for water-colours and pastels.
The one advance which I made last year in worldliness was
having a play put on at a West End Theatre for a run. That
it failed is a detail. I bet it won't fail ultimately.
I wrote last year: "The Card'', novel; "The Glimpse",
novel; "The Honeymoon", 3 act comedy; scenario for a
play on the subject of " Don Juan " ; " The Revolver ", short
story; "The Tiger and the Baby"; "Under the Clock";
"Hot Potatoes"; " The Heroism of Thos. Chadwick "; "Why
the Clock stopped " ; " The Boy, the Girl, and the blue suit";
seventy odd articles; my journal. Total 312,100 words. Much
less than the year before.
Tuesday, January qth.
When I came downstairs this morning, full to the brim with the
first chapters of " Clayhanger ", I found a letter from Herbert
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